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THE NICEST PUP, 

It isn s t every little child 
Who owns u dug like me, 

A [in|>py of s«ii*h tjiU»nK;ini] 
Of such ii lii^li degree. 

For I ciiJi talk and wink my 
eyes! 

It's wondrous nice, I find. 

And nifike-s life very sociable 

To be one of my kind. 


1 never chase the aits about, 

Or bring in hones or dirt. 

And if yrm let me fall quite 
hard, 

It doesn't even hurt. 


My little master sny.s to me, 

"You're just the nicest 
pup." 

I'm (jJjmI he like> me and 1 
know 

He'll never give me tap. 



THE 

VERY 

NICEST 




my LiTTiK srrr. 


Drarrsl MuRu»ii*S Oh, Muromiel Wlwrt 

do yuu -tuppcftr? 
T Jim Aitrp Mume vLraiigi 1 boy musl luivt* liud 

on my elMhrs! 
I "ComIiI Tinv^r Iwtve fc*fl Ihi-m <** dirty tast 

nigta 
Juat y,..w IpoJc! They art truly the 


Cim ynw jws^rbly think thai roy **ym littk* 

CouJd have started avray by themselves? 

Nrwv* who knows 
But (hey not sack lrud tirei rrf tying riulil 

thrift 
Sri they just ijol logethrr and jumped off 

tlic ehflir. 



Thch they vtert* off" in «tfrininun£. Tin <urv- «« ran br, 

'CftLiw: they rtkiiy* have wtntal to do thai with mi.\ 
Bui, inu*lLy. I :jikc all my clothes wfl" mid so 

Tills tWc tlnK 1 * Jw> ili-nHnl III ^wilittriiny tli^y^rl j-t*. 



•Mi'; 



TJwti llwy wuded nbovt in tliL- <niirl .iirrr 
Aj^I tlwy spl**hwl tUt'iit-cIve-i muddy by 

Tlurn Qicy climbrtl up llw pin* tr«s» nil 

roveivd with dirt 
There 1 w*s none In ert «mtch«d. Them 

was none to yrt liurL 


Thm they tcuni parcel n Until*, picking; 

fbwers. *nd things 
And writ siitlmu dun-n slopes and w*nt 

turning h*ral-*priii£t., 
Thrtk* 4t luslp just as dirty as dirty 

**rfd U. 
Thry jumped bad; on my dinif nirl biy 

vtilj lit you sec- 





WHY I WAS 
BORN. 


When I was a fairy and 

*■!*:-, lived in a rose. 

^ v /\ A long, long time* ago, 

■ 1 used to fly up to 

the downy clouds 

To sec the stars a* 
glow. 


I used to ride on the backs of birds 
And snuggle in I heir dawn. 

1 ws.'il U\ l;i,.k : h ,t 1 ho furun things 
Botow me lii I he town. 


When 1 was a fairy and lived iri ;i rose, 

At morning and at night 
I saw the sweet flowers mme open and close 

Their petals of soft light* 


Hut nnee I was, late, rooming home from a ball- 
Shut tight was my home in the 
rose! 

So then, without home, there was 
naught else to do 

Rut just to be horn, I suppose. 






MY SOLDIERS. 

My little tin soldiers 
had a fight. 

They chased it II around in the dead of night, 
I heard the rattle and dreadful din 

On the nursery floor, so I peeked in, 
I saw swords flash in the blue moon light. 

Those little red coats looked ever s*> bright 
And how they fought* that brave brigade, 

To defend their home from a mouses raid! 
Hurrah tor my soldiers! Hurrah!" I said,— 

Just then someone grabbed me and put 
jne to bed >«ra 

And told me. next morning, I'd had a 
bad dream 

And musn't eat berries 
with very rich cream. 

1 don't call seeing your 
soldiers fight 

A bad dream. I'd call 
it a wonderful sight 




LEARNING LESSONS. 

Geography is hard for nu\ 

I oamiiil Learn to Spell, \~ ; 7: ">£ ■--•' 

I don't know how to do my -vSfes 
sums," 

At least, not very well. 





But ask me anything you 
please 

About the fairy queen. 
Or of the million Tairy folk 

V- 


Thut I have ever seen. 


HI tell you how they live in \ 
glad 


..; 


es 
With arabesques and spires 
And how they catch the sun- \l* 
beams there '<h. 

To make wee fairy fires. J 

They have the softest thistle 
down 
Upon cadi little lied. 
And each one has a starry 

crown 

To wear about her head. 

':1T '■ . 

I've seen them dance, I've JS^l j§k 

.seen them play, 
I know just hnw they fly, 
But 1 can't learn my lessons ' Jsr&Oifi 
well, 
No mutter how I try! •V****? 


■ 



LOST! 

Mother lias Inst her 
slipper. 

Auntie, 1W knit- 
ting Ung r 

And sister's- pretti- 
est party dress 

Is nothing hut a 
nip. 

Goodness! What 
will aitddy say 

\\ r hv2i Ik- HruK it 
oiit?-- 

Because my little puppy dog 
H as dragged Jill those about 

I just can never scold him! 

He looks at me and tries 
To be so sweet and pleasant! 

] sec it in his eyes. 

1 It's just the desurcat puppy! 

I bope they will not mind 
About the dress and other things 

That none of us can find. 






GOOD AND BAD KA1RIES. 

Good fairies ride on white clouds, 
Bud fairies ride on black; 

Good fairies float, all day-time, 
Bad fairies never come back. 

Good fairies sail in petals, 

Drinking honey dew; 
Bad fairies sleep on thistle-si 

I'd hate that, wouldn't you? 

Good fairies ring the night-bells. 
Ushering tlp-i-toe stars; 

Hod fairies stay imprisoned 
Back of moonlight bars. 


-DwfwAr PUjvJt Itj 




